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Fun Week by Week. | cause of ees, gorse took the British Chamber of Commerce dele- aM 
gates to lunch with Madame and President Loubet at Ramboulet ; hia? 
By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. helped the Pot and Kettle Club entertain British officers at Bar | att 
Wednesday.—Went down to Dover to see the land and water i sage and heard b pone a ps who won a medal in the Canadian of i 
attack. Waited all night to see the harbour guns go off. They enian risingfover 30 years ago has just got it! “hie a 
didn’t doit until next morning ! Coast defences being overhauled. TO HAND. “ae | 
None too soon. When it came to the land battle, found a lot of Remember Frederick Williams, please ee Te 
antiquated, muzzle-loading artillery on hand. Was much gratified In Eighteen-sixty-six rh ie 
under the circumstances to hear that the enemy had been driven off. He foyght our Fenian enemies 1S Hi 
NOP GHEAT GUSs. mere perm vie 
We heard the cannon rattle And SO, en heard them say \ Yh 
On the cliffs above the sea— A medal was awarded him— peat 
We rushed to find the battle He got it yesterday ! aoe tT 
Just wherever it might be— Monday.—Went down to the Guild Hall and helped the Lord 5 ai 
With rusty forty-pounders Mayor to open the Conference of the Institute of Somemniiale then ts F 
They were simply tempting fate— to Lincoln’s Inn Hall and later on to the Hotel Cecil—a bus da ii ie fj 
A little game of rounders of it But found time all the same to see Towns win the tl ve uy 
Would have been more up-to-date. Sculling Championship, have an hour or two at the Costers’ i 4 i | 
Took 300 delegates of the United Kingdom Chamber of Commerce Athletic Sports at Kensal Rise, and peep in at the final rehearsal ma) 
over to see the Paris Chamber of Commerce and visit the Exhibi- for the Hereford Festival. oe 
tion, and attend a reception in the evening. Looked in on the ala ali , : “oe 
orchestral rehearsal for the Hereford festival. Helped Sir F. uae pp aged er ‘itainbit pions perk oe Pn ime ig ea fi 
¢ ° ”. e ; " ey Ae 
Wingate to accept the freedom of “the city of Dunbar”’; opened came out on top. ean q aint 
rd tah i 


the British Association Meeting at Bradford. 


ihursday.—Got off in time to see Madame Walburga von Regarding Ranjitsinhji— 


Respecting how he plays— 








Isacescu start to swim across the Channel from Calais to Dover. I + b fq db 
She nearly did it, but didn’t find it quite so easy as she expected. 1 tie te ome, Hh 
ae BASES OOF Oa But still the thing would be ve 2 

With self-assurance brimming An undiluted fable i wit 

She started blithe and breezy, To say he tops the tree— aa 

But found that Channel swimming You see he isn’t Abel ! ‘ ye i 

Cs not exactly oo f Ran down to Hereford and opened the Three Choirs Festival ; OPT 

Although she didn’t suffer started the Folkestone Military Tournament with great ecldt. my tT 

& 


Helped Sir Herbert Ashman beat the bounds at Bristol, and dined if 
with Sir J. Henderson and the Institute of Journalists at the Cecil. i 
Helped the Master of the Rolls entertain some of the Law Courts 


Or feel at all dejected, i 
; 
staff at his place at Cranleigh in the early part of the day. j . 


She found the job a tougher 
One than she expected. 

Got along to Brightlingsea as soon as I could to help the Colchester 
Corporation open the oyster season by taking gin and gingerbread 
and eating the firstlings of the ‘‘crop” on the spot. .Came round 
by Plymouth and saw a “‘ night attack,” in which the Thrasher had 
an experimental game at running on the rocks at low water. 

'Friday.—Queen Elizabeth’s birthday someone told me. Just 
fancy! If she had been living now, she’d have been 367 years old. 
A wonderful age, isn’t it ? and—dear me—how time does fly! 

. Saturday.—Had an hour or two among the revising barristers ; 
looked in on the Bakery Exhibition at the Agricultural Hall; then 
went to help the children win prizes for sand castles at Rhyl in the 


A NEW ROLE. 


The Master of the Rolls, 
So genial and manly, ; 
A lot of happy souls a 
Invited down to Cranleigh ; 4 
And there they had a flutter 4 
¢ With cricketing and bowls, 
And tea and bread and butter 


With the Master of the Rolls. Nh 
THE SPorrer. 
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Notice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 5 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. iy 
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Our Poet (inspired).— The drooping flowers of the dying vear 
Surround me everywhere, 
And to my aching heart they seem 
To softly say—er—” 


Rude Boys.— There’s air!” 


The New Commander-in-Chief of the Allied 


Forces in China. 


A pupiL of ** Von Molkte,”’ 
The Count Von Waldersee, 

Commander of all Forces, 
Remark this fact all ye! 


To head the ‘‘Grand Procession ”’ 
Alas! was not in line, 

Through paying Royal visits 
His lustre did not shine. 

Through sacred grounds of palace 
To show “ forbidden fruit,” 

Bright gems, the gold, and treasure, 
Men peep'd, but dared not loot. 


Although so much delays him, 
Still yet there is a chance 

To eclipse the minor chieftains ; 
At Boxers bold to prance! 


His country and his Kaiser 
With glory thus to crown, 
By vanquishing the brigands, 

To gain the world’s renown. 














““ Seaside.” 


Tue Empire Theatre has a very pretty ballet, replete with 
dances, colour, costume, and music, all of exceptionally good timbre. 
The principal danseuse, Mdlle. Adeline Genée, is most alert. The 
grotesque humour and eccentric dancing of Mr. Will Bishop, who 
appears as a detective, helps to keep the ballet going. Mr. Frank 
Lawton, as a nigger minstrel, gives an exemplification of 
his whistling and osteoludinary powers. The display of 
the latter accomplishment acquired much acclamation. 
The scene, somewhat resembling Ramsgate sands, is lively and 
interesting. A palatial saloon steamer, a probable counterfeit of 
the Koh-i-nor, arrives at the pier-head, discharges its excursionisté 
and departs. A portion of the Channel Fleet anchors in the offing. 
The shipping generally is excellently done. The bathing costume 
dance is a handsome feature. An Irish dance thoroughly enlists 
the enthusiasm of the spectators. Even a detachment of “‘costers 
and their “Lizas" enliven the proceedings. Their primitive 
saltatory motions always wind up with an exchange of headgear, 4 
common indication of reconciliation. The amiable Katti Lanner 
has arranged the dances. Leopold Wenzel has composed the 
music. Mr. Wilhelm has designed the ballet. And Mr. George 
Edwardes rules the roost. There isa plot, of course. It is, how- 
ever, of a very attenuated character, and barely noticeable. 
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“The Imminent Deadly 


Breach.” 


e War Office has refused its con- 
sent to the enrolment on Tyneside of a 
kilted regiment of Volunteers like the 
Londor Scottish. Considerable local 
feeling has been aroused by this refusal. 
—Vide Press. } 


Tu1s churlish refusal most certainly 
teaches 
That War Office methods are clumsy 
and slow; 
If sometimes it happens our soldiers 
want breaches— 
Why, then they can step into those of 
the foe! 





———_— 





Crotchety ! 


[The Blackpool magistrates have 
refused all the hotel music, singing, and 
dancing licences in that borough. ] 


THis judgment ought to be reversed, 
Our sense of harmony it mars ; 

Of policies it is the worst 
To sever music from its ‘‘ bars ” ! 








. Prize Boers. 


[A ‘Press representative who has re- 
cently visited St. Helena reports that 
the Boer prisoners there are remarkably 















































well treated, and even complain of 
becoming too fat.] 


BrroreE the burghers knew us, how 
They scorned and ridiculed our sway ! 

But in our generous rule they now 
Admit they’ve found a better weigh ! 








Words! 


[Another universal language has been 
invented, bearing the name of ‘ Clari- 
son.”’] 


WHEN nations speak alike, they must | 
agree, | 
As in their little nests the twitt’ring | 
birds; | 
} 
| 





We hold the converse, since it’s plain to 
see 
A universal tongue must end in 
words ! 








Finis. | 

KruaGeEr has gone to Pot ; 
Likewise his independence. | 
And who will aver it is not | 
Just the right Damocletian sentence? | 


| 


ee 


ae 
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EVOLUTION. 

Paterfamilias (reading from report of Prestdent’s address to British Association).—“ Every 
living creature has had no other origin than from a single speck of protoplasm, too minute to be 
discovered by the unaided eye, and revealing the fact that it contains another speck called a 
nucleus ! 

“Fancy, my dear! both of us a mere speck!” 
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As to his whereabouts ; 
And calculates he’s safe away 
From Bobs’s plucky scouts. 


We're in his country’s heart, 
From power has had to part. 


His forces are cut in two, 
His land is his own no more, 





Are knocking at the door. 


“Linger Longer, Kruger.” 
(Ex-President Kruger has fled to Portuguese territory.] 
Kru. laughs at guesses, I daresay, 


But soon he saw the game’s U.P.— 


And Britain's legions from the North 


f you) Linger longer, pe i linger longer Kru., 
Gots will be upon your track, and get a hold of you. 
Don’t delay a minute—he’ll catch you if you do, 
Leave your latest capital, and hook it, Mr. Kru. 


Not long since, fair Natal and’ you 
Were friendly side by side, 

In days when similes were rife 
You said she was your bride. 

But since, alas! you’ve lost your head 


And Paul, the champion Pharisee, Your capital and cash— 


The Z.A.R. has turn’d to red— 
Your credit’s gone to smash. 





(If you) Linger longer, etc., etc., etc. 
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Maudie.—“ Just my reason, dear boy !”’ 


The Pekin Concert. 
THE OzaR:— 
To music I'm really devoted, 
I can play the big drum with the best, 
For my delicate touch I am noted, 
But, oh, how I long for a rest. 
For Harmony ever I’m praying, 
Yes I am—so you needn’t all laugh— 
But now Kaiser William is playing 
This band is too ‘‘ German ”’ by half. 
His violin’s heigh-diddle-diddle’s 
Annoying, I’m sure you'll agree ; 
And his look of content as he fiddles 
Is mighty unpleasant to see. 
His instrument's quite inexpensive, 
It was made not for use but for show— 
But it really is not so offensive 
Compared to that trumpery bow. 
Though I’ve asked him to stop he won't 
listen, 
He heeds not a word that I say— 
And his eyes they complacently glisten 
As he merrily fiddles away. 
And, after my toiling and moiling 
To arrange this delightful affair— 
The Concert lies bent upon spoiling 
a playing that horrible “ air ”’— 
Oh, it’s rough on a chap I declare! 
(Weeps.) 
MR, M’Kintey :— 
Wa’al, I guess, if in music he’s trading, 


It's time to make 


} ’ 
bet 


tracks: 


why, you 
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~‘* Why, whatever are you going to marry a sailor for ? 
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Why, he’ll always 














I’ve heard some absurd serenading, 
But I’ve never heard queerer as yet. 

‘‘ Yankee-Doodle’s’’ a tune I delight in, 
In fact, it’s a fav’rite of mine; 

But I can’t waste a day or a night in 
Encoring the ** Watch by the Rhine!”’ 

If he is to play, I am going, 
So much I’m prepared to confess ; 

My own trumpet I’d rather be blowing, 
That’s so, sirs, why certainly, yes! 

Kinder scared me at first did the Kaiser 
With his first-fiddle fiddle-de-dee ; 

But if he’s to be boss of us—why, sir, 
He will not play boss over me. 

Brag, bluff, and inconsequent bluster, 
Are all games that I know how to 

play— 

But for all the big troops he can muster 
I’m not taking any to-day. 

He’s cute and he’s spry is the Kaiser, 
But I’m cuter and spryer, I guess— 
So away from Pekin I shall hie, sir, 
That’s so, sir, why certainly, yes! 

Wire ‘‘ Washington,” that’s 
address ! 
(Goes off hurriedly.) 
JOHN Bux (to2the Czar) :— 


He means well, no doubt, does his 
Highness, 
And I fancy he knows what’s o’clock— 
He has given up blushing and shyness, 
He faces the world with a “‘ Hoch ”! 
Beside his rhetoric effusion 
Our threats seemed insipid and tame, 


my 








—= 


Still I’ve come to the solemn conclusion 
He “ gets there” precisely the same 
He’s not much on modest behaviour — 
If _ mention back seats, why, he 
jibs ! 
And the poses as Christendom’s savioy, 
So it’s got to be saved by “ his nibs” 
He’s not what you’d call a bye-stander 
‘Neath a bushel his light doesn’t hide. 
To our taste for small-talk he won’ 
pander, 
Though his tall-talk we’re apt to deride! 
If he a to put Heaven and Earth 
right, 
Does he turn to expedient’s base ? 
No he = out and claims as his birth. 
right 
The best and most prominent place, 
While you pratitle of Peace to deceive us, 
And talk of a war-ceasing bliss— 
He hurries along to relieve us— 
So his conduct is not so remiss; 
And I really am with him in this! 


THE KAISER (to the Czar) :— 


Good-bye, if you really are going ;- 
Pray don’t let me keep you—good-bye! 
With peace and goodwill you are glowing? 
Very well, Brother Nick, so am I! 
Oh, you’d rather that J didn’t linger? 
You remark, this affair you would close? 
With your tongue in your cheek anda 
finger 
Pressed tight to your innocent nose. 
Of course, if you’re in such a hurry, 
Why wait ? You can leave us alone! 
If we choose to remain, do not worry, 
We shall manage quite well on our own! 
You’d like us all with you? Precisely! 
If we stay, you will call on us 
“Shame!” ? 
Well, I must say you talk very nicely— 
But, what may be your little game? 
Of going I’m really not thinking— 
And in fact I intend to remain! _ 
From the task I have set I’m not shrink- 
Ing, 
You’ll tempt me to do so in vain! 
You arrive! Then you talk of departing— 
Such ways I can not understand, _ 
From the Chinese affront I am smarting, 
And I’ve clearly determined and 
planned, 
To be one—if but one—of the band! 


(Plays “ Oh, listen to the band,” with 
variations.) 











Good-Bye to the Sea! 


Goop-BYE to the sea for this year! 

(I say it with a briny tear) 
Where I got so healthy and brown, 
But I shall “look black” when in town! 


Good-bye to the brassy old band, 

To which “ brass” I often did hand; 
Its strains were a strain on the brain, 
But I'd like to hear it again! 


Good-bye to the “ dip ” that made light 
One’s heart and gave good appetite; 
To float or to swim or to dive 

Are divers ways health to revive! 


Good-bye to the sitting-room that 4, 

Had no room in which to ‘‘ swing © 

But a “cat’’ was in there, withou 

~ doubt 

That smoked, and drank’ my bottled 
stout ! 


Good-bye to the girl that I met, | 
And vowed I would never forget ; 
But some other charmer, I fear, 

I'll say much the same to next year 
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(For Cartoon. Verses, see page 92.) 
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The “Fun” Club. 
FOURTEENTH MEETING. 


, our having got about that Baden-Powell was coming to 
anaee t emt agpedbarnt gathered outside the club premises 
hours before the members began to arrive; for it was generally 
understood that directly the hero reached town he would rush round 
to the club in the fastest cab by the nearest route, for he is noto- 
riously fond of Fun and very playful. The crowd was remarkably 

ood humoured, and sang “Soldiers of the Queen” and “ All my 
Fife I'll be your Valentine” right through several times, to the 
delight of the Editor of a Nonconformist contemporary, who 
was writing a monograph on Ruskin at the time. All the 
prominent men of the day were recognised as they arrived, and 
were cheered or hooted as they deserved, and that is saying a 
good deal. When it was at last announced that the hero of 
Mafeking was detained at Cape Town on business, the demeanour 
of the crowd became distinctly threatening. Fun, however, 
opportunely appeared on the balcony and read his current issue 
right through ina loud voice, and restored them to such a good 
humour that they went all the way home laughing heartily, to the 
surprise and alarm of the various respectable suburbs through which 
they passed. Inside the club the remarkable case of Clifford and 
Grundy was eagerly discussed. Some said one thing, and some said 
another, but all were agreed that so long as the ‘‘long arm of the 
coincidence ” didn’t ‘‘ draw the long bow,” all was for the best in 
the best of all possible worlds. Miss Correlli was seen to cut Mr. 
Hall Caine dead on the staircase, while Mr. Hall Caine seemed 
totally oblivious of the existence of Miss Correlli. Mr. George 
Alexander dropped in, and was immediately surrounded by all the 
great authors and authoresses in London, who produced M8. plays 
as if by magic from various parts of their wardrobes, and offered 
them for bis acceptance on terms to be arranged. Mr. Alexander 
promptly and firmly declined their offers, but was ‘‘ so very nice 
about it ’’ that one distinguished, but unacted dramatist, declared 
that he would rather be rejected by Alexander than praised by 
Diogenes. In one corner of the room a violent discussion raged 
over the strange case of Courtney and the Cornishmen. 

‘“* How dare you say we should be glad to welcome Courtney back 
into the Liberal fold?” shouted Campbell-Bannerman. 

““Why, I thought you would be pleased,” said Sir William 
Harcourt. 

‘Pleased ! Good Heavens! Listen to him!” yelled the Leader of 
his party, dancing in his excitement the well-known Highland 
Fling with which he charms his constituency on cold winter 
evenings, as they sit round the glowing hearth and eat wild haggis 
to the sound of ipes. ‘‘ Pleased!’ shouted the volatile baronet 
pirouetting with passion. ‘ Pleased to have in my party the most 
cantankerous, uncertain, unpleasant person it was ever my mis- 
fortune to meet.” 

** Verywell, then,”’ said Sir William, ‘don’t have him! I merely 
gave my opinion for what it was worth! And I know Courtney 
would like to join us.” 

I {Oh he would, would he?” shouted Sir Henry. ‘Not if I 
know it!"’ 

‘It seems to me,” said the Laureate, smiling sweetly, “ that no 
one wants poor Courtney. I have fixed his painful position ina 
little poem, which I shall be happy to recite. I call it :— 


‘‘No Room; or, Oursipg, PLEASE. 


‘** Adopt our views for they’re the best!’ 
The Cornish people cry— 

‘Lie low with us, and be at rest!’ 
But Leonard cannot ‘ lie.’ 


‘‘ For mercy Leonard then appeals— 
They melt not—not a bit. 

And though in abject state he kneels, 
They will not let him ‘ sit.’ 


** Poor Courtney, poor misguided youth ! 
His views he finds are vs deo ; 

Although he takes his stand for truth, 
They will not let him ‘stand’ | 


‘Oh, sad indeed is Leonard’s plight, 
Of elbow-room bereft, 

For, though he knows that he is right— 
He finds that he is ‘ left’! 


“No sadder sight you'll ever see— 
No ‘ place’ can Leonard win ; 

For he can ‘ take in ’ nobodee, 
And none will take him in! 


{ \** Not at all bad,” said Morris, of Penrhyn, “ for you. Bye-the- 
by, you are going to unveil that window to Chaucer, are you not?” 


ies’ poet laughed openly in his sleeve. 
and Pon ope said ar. lala, with great dignity. «A, . 
Laureate myself, I can enter into the feelings of a brother long gino, 
deceased.” cei) 

“Precisely,” said Lewis, with a wink directed at the company, 
“T thought that was the idea. I put it into verse—just a littl, 
impromptu, you know. I call it:— 

“Nor so Dusty! 


“The Fly upon the wheel exclaimed :— 
‘ J raised that dust you saw, sir!’ 
And so we all sincerely trust 
There’ll be no question whose the dust 
That will appear when people hear 
The Laureate on Chaucer!”’ 


“ Indeed!’’ snapped Alfred the Great. ‘But two can play at 
that game, my boy-—how do you like this? I call it :— — 
«A ComMEDY OF ERRORS. 
“To your impromptu I reply, 
Impromptu is my answer :— 
As Poet Morris you may pose, 
But really everybody knows 
That you'd look better in the clo’es 
Of, say—a Morris-Dancer !” 


“ Sir,” said the Singer of Two Worlds, ‘“ your ribald verse does 
not offend me; oh, no, nothing of the kind, for— 


“Tis I who like the throstle sing ; 
You sing, sir, like a starling ! 
And though to drown my voice you try, 
It is not you, but it is I 
Who should be England’s darling! ”’ 


«« Whatever are you two gentlemen quarrelling about ?” said Fox, 

“ Why, Alfred said that I——”” Here Lewis burst into tears. 

“ No, I didn’t; it was he began it,”’ sobbed Alfred. 

‘‘There—there!” said Fun, soothingly, ‘“‘he didn’t mean it, 
Heroe’s a wreath each for you. Run in the garden and play!” 

‘‘That’s a curious coincidence, that play of Grundy’s being so 
like Mrs. Clifford’s, isn’t it ?’’ said Mr. Gilbert. ; 

“T never saw or read anything like it in all my life,” said Mr. 
Kendal. 

** What never?” said Mr. Thomas Hardy. 
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WOULD BE.” 
‘Lad! when ’oo goes to Lonnon, darnt ’oo go in fer any of ther! 


chainless bikes an’ ’orseless kerridges what we ’ears sO much 4 
now, ’oo know.” 


‘Na! not me; a endless meal ud suit me better ’n that!” 
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« Well—hardly ever! "’ replied Mr. Kendal. 

« Yes,” said Mr. Grundy, “‘ it seems remarkable, doesn’t it ?” 

“Tt does, indeed!” said Mrs. Clifford; ‘almost line for line in 
some places. Very remarkable, indeed !”’ 

« You don’t mean to suggest—— ?”’ cried Mr. Grundy. 

“Oh, dear no—not at all,” said the lady hurriedly, ‘not at all, 
But Mr. Alexander was so nice about it!”’ 

«What is this case you’re discussing ?’’ said Mr. Andrew Lang. 

“ Well,” said Mr. Austin Dobson, “I putitinto verse. Listen :-— 


‘¢ The long arm of coincidence stretched out one summer day— 
And took a few ideas from Mrs. Clifford’s little play. 

By accident, of course it was, and not a soul can doubt it— 
And Mr. Alexander—oh, he was so nice about it. 


“So Mr. Grundy’s pie, it seems, has Mrs. Clifford’s plums, 

And with the lady’s wonderment the whole of London hums— 
The verdict’s ‘ Nobody to blame!’ a cultured jury shout it— 
And Mr. Alexander—oh, he is so nice about it!” 

“And do I understand that Mrs. Clifford is a playwright?” said 
Lord Rosebery. 

“Certainly,” said Mr. Kendal, “a very accomplished playwright, 
indeed. In fact, I intend to produce her play.”’ 

‘‘ Bless my life,” said Lord Rosebery, ‘ the women will have it all 
pi own way soon. I’m told they even have lady-gardeners at 
Kew ” 

“To be sure,” said Lord Salisbury, “ and I’m told they work very 
well. But I read somewhere that there was a difficulty about their 
costume.” 

“There was,”’ said Mrs. Chant, with her prettiest Empire smile. 
“ At first they wore bloomers, but it was found that it distracted 
people’s attention from the Palms.” 

‘“‘T daresay it might,” said Lord Rosebery, sympathetically. 

‘“‘ Now they are dressed as ordinary gardeners, and no one recog- 
nises them,”’ added the great judge ot ‘‘ living pictures.”’ 

“Yes! I have here a poem on the subject,’ said Mr. Robert 
Buchanan. ‘I call it :— 


‘* LONDON’s KEwRiosItTy.| 


‘‘A rumour went forth and the town was aglow 

From Greenwich to Richmond, from Peckham to Bow— 
And the man-in-the-street made a fine how-de-do, 

When he heard of the ladies who gardened at Kew. 


‘“‘ They gardened in bloomers the newspapers said, 
So to Kew without waiting all Londoners sped ; 
From the roofs of the ’buses they had a fine view 
Of the ladies in bloomers who gardened at Kew. 


“The orchids were slighted, the lilies were scorned, 
The dahlias were flouted, till botanists mourned. 

But the Londoners shouted: ‘ What ho, there! Go to! 
Who wants to see blooms now you’ve bloomers at Kew!’ 


‘So the botanists held a big meeting and said :— 
‘This won’t do, for all London has gone off it’s head ; 
This costume we find is too painfully ‘‘ new ’— 

It is making a “‘ side-show ” of beautiful Kew.’ 


‘‘ These ladies in bloomers are treated as ‘ freaks,’ 
In future they’d all better garden in ‘ breeks ’"— 
Now they look so like men no one rushes to view— 
And a pastoral quiet has settled on Kew.” 


“Talking ot disguises, what was that I read about Kruger?’’ said 
Lord Rosebery. ‘ That he was hiding in the mountains like a 
patriarchal Prince Charlie, that he had grown a moustache, and 
was being waited upon by two ladies? ” 

“‘T put it into verse,” said Mr. Kipling. ‘I call it:— 


‘““PretTry PAUL. 


‘* Paul Kruger’s in hiding, and poor Mrs. K. 
Is comparing her palace to Hades, 

For she’s read what the newspapers daringly say 
About Paul being tended by ladies. 

He has grown &@ moustache, so the papers declare— 
Oh, out on those scandalous papers ! 

For they seem to suggest he is curling his hair, 
And is cutting indecorous capers. 


‘‘ No more, so the papers suggest, is he met 
Preaching sermons on Double Dutch polity ! 
He prefers a French novel, and gay cigarette, 
And devotes all his time to frivolity. 
He has bought a new suit that is quite up-to-date, 
His appearance, we’re told, is romantic ; 
And he’s talking of going to Paris in State! 
And poor Mrs. Kruger is frantic.” 


Mr. Kipling had just finished reading, when it was announced 
that Kruger had gone to Pot, and the meeting adjourned. 


Oliver Goldsmith. 

Mr. Epwin Drew is indefatigable in taking opportunities for 
expressing admiration for this renowned poet. Last Thursday he 
convened a gathering of Goldsmith's admirers around the latter's 
tomb in the Temple, and made a very appropriate address. 
Memorial wreaths were lovingly and reverently deposited. Professor 
Linford Wilson, who is some 80 years old, recited passages from 
the Poet’s writings, and notably ‘‘The Deserted Village,” with 
wonderful charm and expression, 
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No Scope for; Solomon Eagle. 

The idiot who, during the Glasgow plague, chalked up hideous 
and blasphemous warnings on London hoardings was promptly 
checked by our City police. 

(The enthusiast started off at a swift pace, shrieking: ‘‘ Awake! 
sinners, awake !—the plague is at your doors!—the grave yawns for 
you! —awake, and repent!’’—‘*Old Saint Paul's,” Book L, 
section 2.] 

Tue peruser of Ainsworth—recalling 
The prediction enthralling, appalling, 
Which old Solomon Eagle kept bawling 
In the year Sixteen-sixty-and-five— 
Will observe a coincidence curious 
In the present-day Eagle, whose furious 
And spurious rants to injurious 
Wild panics did feeble ones drive ! 
But those weaklings anon chuckled cheer'ly, 
For the plague-prophet’s whim was not merely 
As illogical loathed, but severely 
(And rightly) repelled as illegal. 
And, in spite of insania’s progressing, 
We of London were blest with the blessing 
That—for Eagle-like frenzies suppressing— 
Each P.C. had ‘“ the eye of an Kagle’’! 











Bravo, Bravissimo ! 
AN APPRECIATION OF BATSMAN BOBS OF SURREY. 
THE cricket season, now dismissed, 
Has left us (as a token 
Of British progress) quite a list 
Of splendid records broken. 
Yet, while of glorious deeds we read 
Each catalogue and table, 
We grant of praise a special meed 
To the able arms of Abel, 
Who, through the season, twelve times o’er 
Has piled the proud centurion’s score ! 


In Eighteen-seventy-one our dear 

Dark-whiskered ‘‘ Doctor” captured 
Ten centuries in a single year. 

And we were not enraptured 
With such a famous feat again 

Till "Ninety-six, when Ranji’s 
Impavid skill, with centuries ten, 

Fired both the Thames and Ganges! 
And experts vowed that ne’er excelled 
Would be that record jointly held ! 

But Nineteen-hundred showed we erred 

In such a mode of thinking : 

For Hayward, Bobs, and Ranji whirred 

Ten centuries up “ like winking.” 
And then, in two successive days, 

The last-named pair, at Brighton, 
Their centuries to ELEVEN did raise ; 

And experts cried : “ Though Titan 
Himself to Bobs and Kumar lend 
His power, they can’t this record mend!’ 


And, lo! the experts spoke once more 
In too much haste and hurry : 
And cricket-lovers all adore 
The Champion Bat of Surrey, 
Who, on the Hastings Ground last week, 
Won deathless fame, by reason 
Of an ABEL-BODIED feat unique— 
Twelve centuries in one season | 
And Fon, while spreading wide and far 
The fame of Boss or KANDAHAR, 
Would still his equal tribute yield 
To battle-plain and cricket-field ! 
And hence, o’er peace-wars musing, he must raise 
To Boss oF KENNINGTON his note of praise ! 
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Aloy.—‘* Has Jones any relatives out at the war?”’ 
Mabel.—* Yes, his uncle.” 


Algy.—* Oh, he’d miss him very much if anything happened, wouldn’t he?” 

















“On Things in Genera)” 
By Mz. ‘¥un’s ” WasHERWomay, 


THE swampin’ of Galveston is one + 
the most orful kalamities that ’as eye 
been known, an’ almost puts war and its 
’orrers in the background. Wen Nachy; 
is, so to say, in one of ’er angry moods 
‘ow powerless is man! One sweep of 'g 
mighty arm, an’ thousands are swept 
into their graves. We ort to be thankfy) 
that we lives in a country were sich 
kollosal katastrofees are unknown, 

It looks as if General Advance ap’ 
General Buller between ’em would goon 
throttle the Boers, an’ I shoud like to 
see Buller put the finishin’ touch to 4 
very tough job, for ’e’s ’ad to bear th 
brunt of it. . 

As to China, instead of punishin’ th 
pig-tails it looks almost as if they wag 
goin’ to be rewarded! Why not give 
’em a medal an’ pension ’em off for life? 
They did their best—to murder the 
Europeans, an’ it wasn’t their fault that 
they didn’t suckseed. But William's 
got ’is back up; in other wurds, the turn 
affairs ’ave taken ’ave given ‘im “the 
’ump’”’; it’s a matter of some ac-Count 
(Walldersee) to ’im. 

They ses that the Czar is “‘ longing for 
peace ’’—or is it a piece ? 

The Deutschland ’as_ beaten the 
Kaisir, an’ broken the Atlantick record; 
let’s ’ope it won’t break down one of 
these times. I don’t know wether I 
quite ’olds with this racin’ bizness ; any- 
way, I’m quite sertin I shoudn’t if I 
was on board, 

The Kentish farmers are bitter agin 
the railway companies, for freight is so 
‘eavy that the fruits of their labours are 
thrown away, for it really don’t pay ’em 
to pick fruit an’ send it to London. This 
‘“‘apple of discord”? ort to be remedied, 
for though a farmer don’t ’xpect to 
make a “plum” by fruit-growin’ ’e looks 
for a little profit. 


. 


You’re warned not to eat cheap | 


oysters, speshully those comin’ from 
Spain, for tyfoid sometimes lurks in the 
lushus morsel. The wurst of it is we 
pore folks carn’t afford to ‘ shel] out” 
for dear ones, an’, if you’re fond of ‘em, 
to go without altogether is ‘“’ard to 
swaller,” though the oyster itself is soft 
to swaller. 

The Prince of Wales ’as ’ad a month 


of the Homburg “‘cure,’”’ wich I beleave | 
consists in dosin’ yourself with narsty | 


warters. For my part, give me a dose of | 
“strong warters,” so long as. it dont | 


——————_!, 
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OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


0 ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish, 


” ” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use | 


, » AN GLOSS, or 
» BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With cither 


of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to weér 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. 





S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C: 


= 


make a “‘ cure”’ of me. | 


ANDERSON’ S 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 































































